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sense in you. I have heard of women's fainting at a song
of Moore's; and if the burden of it answered by chance
to a secret in the bosom of the listener, I should think
from its comparative effect on so old a stager as myself,
that the heart would break with it.

'We all sat around the piano, and after two or three
songs of Lady Blessington's choice, he rambled over the
keys awhile, and sang "When I first met thee", with a
pathos that beggars description. When the last word had
faltered out, he rose and took Lady Blessington's hand,
and was gone before a word was uttered/

Another evening, 'Disraeli had arrived before me at
Lady Blessington's, and sat in the deep window, looking
out upon Hyde Park, with the last rays of daylight
reflected from the gorgeous gold flowers of a splendidly
embroidered waistcoat. Patent leather pumps, a white
stick, with a black cord and tassel, and a quantity of
chains about his neck and pockets, served to make him,
even in the dim light, rather a conspicuous object. Dis-
raeli has one of the most remarkable faces I ever saw.
He is lividly pale, and but for the energy of his action
and the strength of his lungs, would seem a victim to
consumption. His eye is as black as Erebus, and has the
most mocking and lying-in-wait sort of expression con-
ceivable. .. .

'His hair is as extraordinary as his taste in waistcoats,
A thick, heavy mass of jet black ringlets falls over his
left cheek almost to his collarless stock 5 while on the
right it is parted and put away with the smooth careful-
ness of a girl's, and shines most unctuously. ... I might
as well attempt to gather up the foam of the sea as to
convey an idea of the extraordinary language in which
he clothed his description (of Beckford). There were, at
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